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Chats With the Editor 
Lamb With a Broken Leg 


A man walking through the highlands 
of Scotland saw a shepherd carrying a 
sheep and noticed a bandage around the 
sheep’s leg. Curious, he asked the shepherd, 
“Did the sheep break a bone?” 

“Yes,” said the shepherd. 

“An accident, I suppose?” the traveler 
asked. 

“Well, not exactly an accident,” the shep- 
herd replied. He seemed reluctant to say 
more, and the traveler suddenly got the 
idea that there was something about this 
broken leg that he must find out more 
about. 

He sat down on a rock beside where the 
shepherd was .now sitting, feeding the 
sheep. “Please tell me about it,” he begged. 

“Well now,” said the shepherd. “It’s re- 
luctant I am to tell ye, for I well know ye 
may think me cruel, but I did it only to be 
kind to the wee lamb. And if ye listen to 
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the beginning of my story, ye must hear me 
out, for that’s the only way ye’ll under- 
stand.” 

The traveler nodded, and the shepherd 
went on. 

“Jock, here, was always an active lamb, 
and a regular born leader, he was. Any- 
where Jock would go, there would always 
be some of the lambs afollowing him. But 
Jock would never follow me. He didn’t 
seem to trust me, and I feared that some- 
day he’d lead those lambs away from the 
flock, out among the hills and then not be 
able to find the way back. Some of them 
would be hurt, and some might be killed. 

“I tried all sorts of ways to change him, 
but not a one of them did any good. The 
wee lamb would nae trust me. So I had to 
do something that I’ve done to only a few 
other sheep.” 

The shepherd paused and stroked the 
wool on the back of Jock’s neck. “Sure, and 
it hurt the wee lamb, and it hurt me too. 
One day I prepared two sticks for splints 
and tore a piece of cloth for a bandage. 
Then I took hold of Jock’s leg, and with my 
own two hands I broke the bone. Poor 
lamb, he cried in pain, and my own heart 
cried with him. 

“Carefully I set the bone and wrapped 
the bandage around the splints. Now these 
three weeks, everywhere that Jock has gone 
I have carried him, every bite he has eaten, 
my hands have fed him, every drop he has 
drunk he has licked from my fingers. 

“It’s been a difficult lesson, but in another 
week I’ll take the bandage off. The leg will 
be healed, and better yet, Jock will know 
that I love him. He’ll trust me forever and 
he’ll teach the sheep to follow me.” 

The traveler rose and went slowly on his 
way. A Bible text kept repeating itself in 
his mind. And it glowed with a new mean- 
ing—he had never seen before. 

“The Lord disciplines him whom He 
loves.” “For the moment all discipline 
seems painful rather than pleasant; later it 
yields the peaceful fruit of righteousness to 
those who have been trained by it” (Heb. 
12:5, 11, R.S.V.). 


Your friend, 
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HEIDEE’S LOST WATCH 


By HELEN 


OTHER heard the screen door slam and 

Heidee’s excited voice: “Mother, 

Mother, where are you? Mother, may I go 
caroling tonight?” 

Mother had just time enough to put her 
sewing down before Heidee bounced into 
the room, flung her arms around her neck, 
and repeated, “Mother, may I go? May I go 
caroling? Oh, please, Mother, please!” 

“Now, wait a moment, child. Let me 
catch my breath. And please learn to shut 
the door quietly and not slam it. What time 
would you have to leave?” 

“We have to be at the school at seven.” 

“All right. I can take you there, but I'll 
have to hurry. I promised your aunt I'd go 
and visit her, and I have to finish this sewing 
first.” 

Heidee had been caroling the year be- 
fore and had loved it so much she could 
hardly wait for the year to pass so she 
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could go again. Now, at last, the time had 
come. 

There were only a few hours until seven 
o'clock, and mother had a hard time finish- 
ing her sewing. Heidee seemed not to know 
what to do with herself and kept interrupt- 
ing. But finally the afternoon came to an 
end, supper was eaten in a hurry, and the 
dishes were done. 

Then Heidee said, “Mother, can you fix 
this?” She held up her hand. Her watch was 
dangling from one end of the watch band. 
“It’s always coming loose.” 

“Not now, Heidee. Leave 
home, and I'll fix it tomorrow.” 

“But I need it tonight.” 

“You don’t need it now. Don’t wear it; 
let us get it fixed first.” 

Mother turned around and gathered to- 
gether the things she wanted to take along, 

To page 17 


the watch 


“Can you fix this before | go caroling?” Heidee asked 
mother, holding her watch and broken watch band. 
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DAYDREAMING CHUCK 


and a Tricky Horse 


By RUTH FOLTZ KELSEY 


HUCK, if you don’t stop daydreaming, 

something dreadful will happen to you. 
You have a good mind, but it is very bad 
for it to be constantly dreaming. Now take 
Fanny and go and see if you can find the 
cow.” 

Chuck liked to ride Fanny. His father had 
talked to him many times before about day- 
dreaming, so now as soon as he could, he 
got away, saddled the horse, and rode out 
over the fields and woods of the half-settled 
country in search of the family cow. How- 
ever, while saddling Fanny, he had gone off 
in another daydream and had not noticed 
that the horse played a trick on him. She 
swelled up and tightened her muscles while 
he cinched up the saddle strap. Then she 
relaxed—and the saddle strap was loose! 
Now, as Chuck guided her across the field, 
she pulled on the reins from time to time 
to see if he was holding them firmly. 

Just at dusk the cow came home—but 
Chuck was nowhere to be seen. Finally, 
after the chores and dishes were done, 
Chuck walked in without the horse. 

“Chuck!” his sister Mary exclaimed. 
“What happened? Mom, Chuck’s head is 
bleeding and covered with dirt! And his 
clothes are dusty and torn and there are 
leaves and grass sticking to his sweater.” 

The rest of the family came running. 
Chuck fingered his matted hair and mum- 
bled, “Oh, I don’t know.” He walked over to 
the table and sat down saying, “I’m hungry.” 


“Well, he doesn’t appear to have any 
bones broken,” father said. “Give him his 
supper, and we will check him over later.” 

To all the family’s questions Chuck only 
mumbled, “I don’t know.” After supper 
mother cleaned his head and sent him to 
bed. 

In the morning Fanny was standing by 
the gate waiting for breakfast. The saddle 
was upside down underneath her stomach. 
When he saw her, Chuck’s face turned pink. 

“I remember now. I was riding along and 
singing, when Fanny suddenly jumped 
across the road. The saddle slipped and 
turned over. I guess the cinch wasn’t tight 
enough,” he finished lamely. 

“So you were daydreaming again, and got 
thrown off on your head. It is a wonder 
your neck wasn’t broken,” mother said 
sternly. 

A few days later the family moved to a 
house on the other side of town. Chuck had 
to drive the buggy loaded with boxes of 
clothes and bedding. This time he kept a 
firm hold on the reins, as Fanny discovered 
whenever she tested them. He decided to 
take a short cut through the woods. Driving 
the slow old mare down the road was 


tedious business, and he wanted to get ‘© * 


trip over with. 

Halfway through the woods, he remem- 
bered that someone had seen a panther 
there several times lately. It had followed 
him when he was coming home at night. 
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Chuck wished he had a gun with him. 
Maybe he would see the panther. He would 
sight quickly and carefully, then shoot the 
beast right between the eyes before it could 
spring at him. Wouldn’t Homer and Jack be 
surprised to find he had shot a panther and 
collected a bounty! 

While Chuck was dreaming about the 
panther, Fanny was stealthily testing the 
@': She felt them go slack. She took off 

down a side road. The buggy turned so 
quickly that the front wheel caught on the 
edge of the body and the buggy started to 
tip over. Chuck yelled, pulling on the reins 
for all he was worth, but by now Fanny had 
the bit in her teeth and was racing down 
the side road to the pasture at the bottom. 
Boxes flew right and left. A hind wheel 
caught on a stump, something snapped, and 
Fanny raced on with only the front wheels 
and axle behind her. Occasionally the axle 
hit her hind legs, and that only increased 
her speed. 

Chuck picked himself up out of a clump 
of suckers where he had fallen spread- 
eagled, with arms and legs so firmly en- 
snared among the stems that he had a hard 
time pulling them back. He looked for the 
horse, but she was so far ahead of him he 
could no longer see or hear her. All the live- 
stock in the neighborhood lived in this pas- 
ture, so he could not track her. 


Chuck suddenly woke up to find that the horse had 
taken charge of things. Boxes and packages were fly- 
ing everywhere while the wagon raced down the hill. 
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Of course, being a daydreamer, he did 
not keep his mind on ‘his search, so he 
missed what clues there were. At last he re- 
turned home without the horse or the 
buggy, very ashamed and full of excuses. 

Father finally found the horse caught by 
the harness in a thicket. When he got home 
he had a long talk with Chuck. 

“Son, managing your life is like manag- 
ing a horse. You must learn to keep a firm 
hand on the reins, or you will spend all your 
time getting out of scrapes that the devil 
gets you to drift into before you know it. 
Now you have ruined the buggy, and I can- 
not afford another one. You might have 
been killed, and you could have killed the 
horse, too. It is time that you woke up and 
started to behave like the man you want to 
become.” 

Chuck vowed that he would never again 
be so foolish. 

One afternoon after this Chuck took the 
horse on an errand. He had had no accidents 
for some time, and the family hoped he had 
learned his lesson at last. 

They were just sitting down to supper 
when they heard Chuck shrieking on the 
other side of the ranch. Everyone ran out, 
and mother said, “Quick, go see what is the 
matter with him before he’s killed!” But 
father guessed what had happened, for he 

To page 22 















FOOTPRINTS in the SNOW 


By LESTER E. 


| tm darkness of the winter sky was bro- 
ken by falling snowflakes. Faster and 
faster they fell, until the sky was as white as 
milk and blowing a blizzard. Earle looked 
out the window and wondered how deep 
the snow would be by four o'clock in the 
morning. 

Earle lived on a small farm in Virginia. 
He was older than his three brothers and 
his sister. As the oldest, he had to work to 
help keep food on the table. On this winter 
night he didn’t like to think about getting 
up at four o'clock in the morning to milk 
seventeen cows. He especially didn’t like 
thinking about walking three miles through 
the blizzard to the Carter place. The job 
was a good one, however, and he didn’t 
want to lose it. Where else could a fourteen- 
year-old boy earn three dollars before break- 
fast every day? 

Earle usually would get up and dress 
warmly, then go over to the Carter farm by 
way of Cedar Lane and the Lake Jackson 
road. This was the long way, however, and 
he much preferred to walk by a short cut 
through the woods by the old Hensley 
house. To get to the “short cut” trail, Earle 
had to go down Chandler’s Lane to the In- 
dian Rocks, where Indians used to chip out 
arrowheads. Here he crawled through a 
barbed wire fence and walked along a nar- 
row path through a large clump of sumacs 
and elderberries. In about five minutes he 
would come out into a clearing where the 
old Hensley house stood in a grove of locust 
trees. The path led around an old well. 

The well was now only a hole in the 
ground, about six feet across at the top and 
twelve feet down to the water. The water 
was four or five feet deep. The sides of the 
well were of stone laid up dry without any 
mortar in the days before the Civil War. A 
rich blanket of dark green ferns grew out of 
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the cracks between the rocks. They were 
pretty in the summer, with their long fronds 
hanging down into the well. 

The wall around the top of the well had 
long ago fallen down. Some of the stones 
had fallen into the well, and others lay in a 
jumble around the circle at the top. In the 
summer time these stones were good hiding 
places for snakes and frogs. 

Just past the well toward the house was a 
big walnut tree lying stretched out on the 
ground like a sleeping giant, with its roots 
sticking up in the air like feet. Local legend 
had it that the tree was cut down during 
World War I to be made into gun stocks for 
army rifles, but the armistice ended the war 
and the wood was no longer needed. 

The Hensley house stood vacant. Many 
of the oak roof shingles that had been split 
carefully by hand many years before were 
coming loose and falling through to the 
attic beneath. Birds by day and bats by night 
flew in and out of the open windows. Sev- 
eral broken shutters dangled at an angle, 
each held by only one rusty hinge. On the 
front porch a teakettle hung from a nail 
driven into the side of the porch rafter. Ev- 
ery year a pair of flying squirrels raised 
their new babies in this kettle. 

Beyond the house the path led on past 
the tumble-down barn, across an open field, 
to be swallowed up by a grove of yellow 


pines. Here the path came out of the wool 


onto the Lake Jackson road. 

Earle knew this trail well, for he had 
been over it many times. He had wondered 
if the snow would hide it from sight during 
the night so that he would be forced to 
travel all the way around by Cedar Lane. 

When the alarm went off in the morning, 
Earle stumbled out of bed and into his 
warmest clothes. There was now a foot of 
snow outside, and the storm showed no 


@ 








sign of letting up. He lit the kerosene lan- 
tern and started out. He was sure he could 
find his way through the short cut in spite 
of the storm. Down Chandler’s Lane he 
went, past the Indian Rocks, and through the 
fence into the sumacs and elderberries. The 
crooked, twisty stems of these shrubs were 
sticking starkly up from the ground and 
covered with the wet clinging snow. The 
stems, lit up by the swinging lantern, 

med to be dancing back and forth in 

nt of him, blocking the path like the bars 
of a cage at the zoo. 

In just a few steps he lost his way, for it 
was no longer possible to make out the nar- 
row trail beneath the snow. He tried to set 
out in what he thought was a straight line 
toward the Hensley house. Once there, he 
was sure he could get his bearings and walk 
on to the Lake Jackson road without trouble. 
Then he thought about the old well. He 
stopped in his tracks, for if he went on he 
might accidentally fall into it in the storm. 
Everything was coated with such an even 






















blanket of white that he wouldn’t be able 
to see the well until too late. If he fell in 
he would most certainly be injured, 
drowned, or frozen to death in the cold wa- 
ter. It would be impossible to climb up the 
ice-covered rock sides, and help would come 
too late to do any good. As these things 
passed through Earle’s mind he decided 
that he’d just have to trust in the Lord to 
keep him safe. 

Starting on with renewed confidence, 
Earle walked through the brush. At times 
he thought he was on the trail, then again 
he knew he wasn’t. After about ten minutes 
more walking he knew he should have 
found the Hensley house or at least stum- 
bled into the old walnut tree, but he hadn’t. 

The snow was still silently falling around 
him and almost obliterating his tracks. He 
now realized that he was hopelessly lost and 
would have to wait for daylight, or at least 
for the snow to stop falling. He looked 
around for a large cedar tree and found one 
whose branches were weighted down to the 
ground by the wet snow. 

It was like entering a tent as he crawled 
through the snowy canopy of branches and 
sat down with his back against the trunk. A 
pair of birds, probably juncos, moved about 
uneasily in the branches over his head, dis- 
turbed by having their private storm shelter 
invaded by the boy. He put the lantern be- 
tween his knees to get as much heat as he 
could from its flickering flame. Safe at last 
from the storm outside, he waited for the 
day. 

Sachin he dozed a little there in the 
protection of the big cedar tree. Earle 
wasn’t sure. But at least several hours had 
passed, and only a few big flakes were 
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Earle had to stop and say a little prayer of gratitude 
when he saw how close he had been to the well. 
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slowly and silently drifting down from the 
sky. In the east the first streaks of light 
were appearing. In another half hour it was 
light enough to see. Earle crawled out, stood 
up, and looked around to see if he could rec- 
ognize anything familiar in the cold, white 
world that met his eyes. 

Immediately he spotted the gray outline 
of the old barn that stood near the Hensley 
house. He knew where he was now. In his 
wandering in the dark he had circled clear 
around the old house, across what had once 
been the garden, and was now up on a lit- 
tle hill beyond the garden. 

In just a few minutes of brisk walking 
Earle was out on the Lake Jackson road. In a 
few more minutes he reached the Carter 
farm and set to work at once feeding and 
milking the cows. This chore done, he went 
up to the house for breakfast. Mrs. Carter 
gave him a steaming bowl of oatmeal and a 
handful of his favorite sugar cookies. Mr. 
Carter came into the kitchen and _ said, 
“Earle, it was good of you to come this 
morning in spite of the storm. I think I’m 
well enough to manage the chores this eve- 
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ning, so why don’t you just forget about 
coming back? It looks as though we're in 
for some more snow during the day, and 
your mother may need you at home.” Earle 
was overjoyed to hear this. Now he could go 
sleigh riding after school with his friends. 

After breakfast he told the Carters 
good-by and started home. On the way he 
began thinking about the trip to the Carter 
place, just a few hours before. How had he 
gotten lost? Where had he missed the trail? 
How had he gotten clear up on the hill 
back of the garden? The more he thought 
about it the more he thought it would be 
fun to retrace his steps if he could, back 
through the snow the way he had come. 

It was easy to follow the trail he ha 
made out from the big cedar tree throug 
the woods to the Lake Jackson road, but 
the trail he had made before coming to the 
cedar tree was hard to follow. The tracks 
made by his boots were almost completely 
filled with snow. 

Back down across the garden they led 
him. Around the house—that’s funny, he 

To page 16 
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FIERCE DRAGON’ 


Sends Men to Church 


By PASTOR GEORGE C. NICKLE, as told to Inez Storie Carr 


* jump into the river! We'll be there 
in a minute!” Frederico and Pedro 
screamed the words. 

Sixteen-year-old Conchita was being 
shaken as a rabbit is shaken by a dog. Her 
dugout canoe was caught in the jaws of an 
alligator. Water was pouring in as the al- 
ligator’s teeth ripped the end of the boat. 
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The alligator gripped the canoe between its teeth. 


The desperate girl decided the only way 
to save herself was to leap into the water 
and make a mad dash for the shore. 

“Lord, help me quick,” she radioed 
heaven, and prepared to jump. 

When she had stepped into the canoe 
earlier that morning, she had had no inten- 
tion of having a race with an alligator. It 
was Sabbath, and she wanted to go to Sab- 
bath school, and canoeing down the river 
was the only sensible way to get there 
through the jungle. 

She had sighed as she got into the boat— 
alone. “How I wish mommie and daddy 
would come with me. Anyway, I’m thank- 
ful that if they won’t keep God’s day them- 
selves, they don’t forbid me to keep it.” 

Some weeks before this, one of her girl 
friends, who went to a Seventh-day Advent- 
ist school, told Conchita, “Sunday is not the 
Sabbath.” Conchita had faith in what the girl 
said, for she knew she was a Christian in 
deeds, as well as words. After learning more 
about the Saviour and His holy day, Con- 
chita decided to be true to both. 

Now as she guided her canoe this Sab- 
bath morning along one of the rivers that 
flow into the Amazon, she watched the birds 
in their bright dresses of yellow, orange, 
blue, and purple, glide here and there above 
her. She listened to the red-and-blue par- 
rots call from the overhanging limbs of 
vines and trees, and she said, “I will sing 
praises to Jesus too.” But just as she began 
singing, “Lift Up the Trumpet,” 

“Siervos de Dios, 
la trompeta tocad. 
Cristo vendra otra vez,” 
To page 19 
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PATHFINDER SAMARITANS 


By ENID SPARKS 


HELEN looked at the alarm clock through 
half-opened eyes. It didn’t seem pos- 
sible that morning had come so soon. She 
jumped up quickly and dressed. Today was 
the day of the Pathfinder fair in Caldwell, 
Idaho. She would have to hurry to get the 
milking done before the Smiths came by to 
pick up her and her brother. 

Quickly she knocked on the door of her 
younger brother's room. He answered with 
a cheery “Good morning,” for he, too, was 
already awake and eager to get the chores 
done. 

It didn’t take long to reach the barn. “I 
do hope we can get to the Pathfinder fair,” 
Helen sighed as she fastened Brindle in her 
milking stanchion. “It seems as if things 
pile up every time we want to get away 
from this place for a little while.” 

After the milking was done, the brother 
and sister turned the cows into the pasture 
and started to run the milk through the 
cooler. 

“I've just thought of something,” Ralph 
said, lifting up a pail of milk to pour into 
the machine. 

“Please, don’t get any bright ideas.” 
Helen brushed the dark curls from her fore- 
head. Her pleasant smile disappeared at the 
thought of having something more to do on 
such a busy day. She guessed that Ralph was 
thinking of Neighbor Matt, who lived a 
mile and a half away. He was a frail old man 
who lived alone in a small cabin. The 
Browns had tried to look after him the two 
years they had lived on their new farm. 

“Someone will have to go and see how 
Matt is getting along,” Ralph said. “We 
have not been to his cabin for several days, 
and he hasn't been here.” 

Mother had breakfast ready. On the table 
lay the Bible opened to the story of the 
Good Samaritan. After reading the parable 
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and before prayers, Helen blurted out, “I 
feel like the priest or the Levite. If we have 
to go over to Neighbor Matt’s, we'll never 
be ready to go to Caldwell when the Smiths 
stop for us.” 

Ralph shuddered. “I'll tell you what, Sis. 
I can go to Mr. Matt’s while you help with 
the dishes.” 

“That ought to work out,” mother told 
them. “I am sorry I have to go to Nampa 
this morning on business, but I must. I'll 
take baby brother with me.” 

“I really should be the one to go to 
Neighbor Matt’s, for I need to feel more 
like a good Samaritan,” Helen declared. 

“You never know,” Ralph answered. 
“You may be a Samaritan before the day is 
done.” He took his cap from the nail, waved 
good-by, and hurried out the door. 

It had not rained for days, and the path 
was dusty. Even the wildflowers that dotted 
the field were drooping for lack of water. 
Yet the birds sat among the dusty leaves 
and did their best to sing. 

About half a mile from the house, Ralph 
saw a strange object in the distance lying be- 
side the path. He put his hand to his fore- 
head to shade his eyes from the bright sun- 
light. 

“What can it be—a dog, a calf, or a man? 
What if it’s Matt?” puzzled Ralph. “Could 
he have fallen down or stepped in a badger 






strange object. Oh, dear! It was Mat 
dressed in a blue denim jacket and overalls: 

Tenderly Ralph lifted Matt’s head. His 
face was so white that it frightened the boy, 
but his lips were moving. Ralph put his head 
nearer to catch the faint whisper, “Water!” 

“Poor Matt, we must save him. It is closer 
to the house than the ditch.” The thoughts 
hurried through Ralph’s mind as he prom- 
ised, “I'll be right back.” Carefully he laid 


hole?” He ran as fast as he could to a a, 















Matt’s head back on the ground and raced 
for home. 

Glancing up from the kitchen sink, 
Helen saw her brother coming and ran to 
meet him on the porch. “What's the matter, 
now?” she asked impatiently. 

“Poor old Matt is lying out in the field as 
sick as he can be,” her brother replied. 
“Grab the camphor bottle and come with 
me. I'll take the pail of water and a glass.” 

Ralph seized Helen’s hand and together 
they sped down the path. Rapidly advanc- 
ing toward Matt’s uncomfortable resting 
place, they saw he had not moved. Terror 
filled their hearts. What if he were dead? 
Coming nearer, however, they could see 
that he was gasping for breath. 

“Here, take a drink.” Ralph lifted the 
man’s head and placed the glass to his lips. 

Then Helen bent over him on the other 
side and said, “Please smell this camphor, 
and I'll bathe your head with some of the 
water.” Gradually the color returned to 
Matt’s thin face. 

“Now how are we going to get him 
home? There is no one near to help us. 
Mother has already gone to town, and the 
Smiths left long ago,” Helen sighed. 

“I know,” Ralph said. “Let’s make a pack 
saddle of our hands and arms. If he can put 
his arms around our necks, we can carry 
him a little way at a time.” 





Slowly they moved toward the house. As 
Matt grew stronger, he could take a few 
steps to relieve the children’s tired arms and 
backs. They reached home just as mother 
drove into the yard. She helped lay Matt on 
the davenport. Gently and efficiently she 
propped his head up with pillows, covered 
him with a warm blanket, and put a hot wa- 
ter bottle at his feet. His skin was cold and 
moist and his breathing was very labored. 

“I’m afraid he has pneumonia. We must 
call Dr. Clark,” mother said. 

The doctor told mother to bundle Matt 
well and bring him to the office as soon as 
she could. Dr. Clark gave Matt an injection 
and told Mrs. Brown how to care for him. 

The day passed quickly for mother Brown 
and the children. They were happy to see 
Matt gaining strength under their careful 
nursing. 

That evening the Smiths returned from 
the Pathfinder fair and saw a light still on 
in the Browns’ living room. They stopped 
in to see why Ralph and Helen had missed 
the fair. 

The family told them about Matt’s sick- 
ness. Then Helen exclaimed, “We have 
been so anxious about Matt, we almost for- 
got the fair. But I have learned how much 
fun it can be to be a good Samaritan and 
keep the Junior Law and Pledge: ‘Go on 
God’s errands,’ and ‘Be .. . a friend to man.’” 


“Here, take a drink.” Matt lifted the old man’s head while Helen held out the camphor bottle. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 








EFF EDWARDS was so excited he could 
hardly sit still. He was visiting his Uncle 
Ernie, who was a Coast Guardsman at the 
United States Lifesaving Station near Char- 
levoix in Michigan. 

The weather was bitter cold—ten below 
zero, and the snow was deep. Jeff was thank- 
ful for his warm clothes, for the first mit- 
tens he had ever owned, and for his new 
galoshes. 

The first night in Uncle Ernie’s home, 
everyone sat around and visited while Jeff 
looked at an album belonging to Uncle 
Ernie. It contained many photographs of 
Coast Guardsmen and newspaper articles 
about exciting rescues they had accom- 
plished. 

The next morning, early, Uncle Ernie 
took Jeff to the Coast Guard station with 
him. The station was near the channel that 
connects the harbor of Charlevoix with Lake 
Michigan. It has an excellent view of the 
lake and its shores as they stretch away 
northward and southward. 

Jeff asked question after question, he was 
so eager to learn all about everything. He 
admired the tidy building and noticed a 
solitary watcher in the lookout tower. Uncle 
Ernie introduced him. 

“This is my young nephew, Jeff, from 
Texas,” Uncle Ernie said. “Jeff, this is Of- 
ficer _Kelderman.” 

The tall, serious-faced man smiled and 
shook hands. “Would you like to be a surf- 
man someday like your uncle?” he asked 
Jeff. 

“Oh, yes, sir,” Jeff answered. “I think you 
have a wonderful life!” 

“Tell him about the hard parts too, Ed- 
wards,” Officer Kelderman remarked as he 
sat down at his desk. 

“What does he mean, Uncle Ernie?” Jeff 
asked as his uncle led him into the shining 
Coast Guard kitchen. They sat down to wait 
until it was time for Uncle Ernie to relieve 
the man on patrol. 

Uncle Ernie poured Jeff a cup of hot choc- 
olate. “Do you remember noticing the name 
of Surfman Earl Cunningham in the news- 
paper clippings last night?” 

Jeff nodded. “I think I do. But I didn’t 
read all the articles. I mostly looked at the 
pictures.” 

Uncle Ernie was very serious. “Surfman 
Cunningham was a friend of mine, years 
ago. 

“Was?” Jeff asked. 
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WHEN THE IC 
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“He was a very great hero and a brave 
man, Jeff.” 

Jeff sipped his chocolate slowly. A story! 
And a true one at that! 

“It was in February about twenty years 
ago when it happened. There had been sub- 
zero weather for many days, and there was 
a thick coating of ice and snow that made it 
impossible to tell where the land ended and 
the lake began. Our job was to watch out 
for trouble. Out on the ice were a number 
of fishermen, and we had to keep them un- 
der constant surveillance.” 

“Sur—surveillance?” Jeff questioned. 

“Observation—watch them carefully,” 
Uncle Ernie explained. “It was dangerous 
for them. Fishing through the ice is always 
risky.” 

“But why did they do it?” Jeff inter- 
rupted. 






























ICE CRACKED 
2 mg 


“Necessity. Fish were plentiful and there 
was a good market for them. What the men 
couldn’t sell they would use. We in the 
Coast Guard cannot prevent the fishermen 
from risking their lives; we just watch to 
bring them back to land if anything goes 
wrong. The ice is treacherous and very dan- 
gerous.” 

Jeff stood up and looked out the large 
window. It must have been a day like to- 
day. Cold and gray, with a scurrying wind 
blowing puffs of snow across the ice. He 
shivered, and sat down. 

Uncle Ernie nodded. “Yes, a day like this. 
There were strong east winds that height- 
ened the danger that the water of the lake 
would be forced offshore. When this hap- 
pens, the water is sucked away from un- 
derneath the ice. Then the ice, having noth- 
ing underneath to support it, can break of 




































































its own weight and drift into the lake. This 
large amount of ice is then called a floe. As 
the wind increased that day until it was 
blowing a half gale, the fishermen huddled 
around their fires.” 

“Weren't they afraid?” Jeff was sure he 
would have been. 

“When a person gets familiar with a situ- 
ation he ignores dangers sometimes.” 

“Mother says ‘familiarity breeds con- 
tempt,” Jeff said quickly. 

Uncle Ernie tapped the table reflectively. 
“She’s right, Jeff. It’s a true proverb, for 
these men were either reckless or ignorant 
or contemptuous of their increasing dan- 
ger! I was in the lookout tower, watching 
with the glasses, when I suddenly saw a 
black, jagged line develop quickly and run 
out of sight toward the north. That black 
line was rapidly widening to a gap of many 
yards. The ice had cracked and broken away! 
By then it was 2:45 P.M. I notified my 
superior, and the whole crew was mustered 
out. We manned the station skiff, which was 
fitted with runners and was the lightest boat 
we had. We dragged it across the ice, but 
by the time we reached the end of the ice 
there was a gulf of open water three-quar- 
ters of a mile wide between us and the 
fishermen. And that ice floe with its pas- 
sengers was drifting rapidly to the north- 
west.” 

Jeff clutched his cap tightly. “What hap- 
pened then?” he asked, tense. 

“There were five men on the floe. I 
rowed the skiff through the clear water to 
the ice field and, upon arriving at the floe, 
urged three of the men into the skiff. Three 
was all the boat would carry, besides my- 
self.” He shook his head sadly. “When we 
started back there was a heavy sea, and one 
of the men helped me row. However, the 
wind blew us so forcefully that it was a 
hard pull to get back to the shore. When 
we got there, the boat was pulled out, the 
water and ice emptied from it, and we 
launched the boat again.” 

“Did you go the next time, Uncle Ernie?” 

“No. Surfman Earl Cunningham volun- 
teered. My clothes were wet and freezing 
fast. Over Kelderman’s objections Cunning- 
ham insisted on rowing the boat. He main- 
tained he was the youngest man there and 


JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


Through the snow and the wind the men battled, but 
they made no progress against that terrible gale. 
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eyes were sad and troubled as he thought 
back to that tragic day. “We watched Cun- 
ningham fight his way across the dark wa- 
ter. It had started to snow, the short light of 
day was failing, and the skies were dark 
and overcast. 

“As the ice floe drifted farther and farther 
into Lake Michigan we watched Cunning- 
ham finally reach the floe. He must have 
been a mile from shore by then. Two black 
figures got into the boat and they started 
back toward us. Two of the men were row- 
ing. Then I went up on a nearby hill to start 
a beaconfire to help guide Cunningham 
back. By now the wind had almost reached 
gale force. As it became a blizzard there 
were times when it was impossible for us to 
see the skiff. 

“We soon realized they were making very 
little progress. A half hour passed and the 
men seemed to be fighting their hearts out, 
rowing against the forces of nature, and 
getting nowhere. We kept signaling to 
Cunningham with flares, and we followed 
him with a powerful searchlight while Kel- 
derman hurried off to town to get a team 
of horses and a sled to haul the motor 
dinghy across the two miles of snow and 
ice. The channel was frozen solid, so we 
had to prepare a road for the sled before 
we could launch the dinghy.” 

“What's the difference between 
dinghy and the skiff?” Jeff asked. 

“The skiff weighed about 150 pounds. 
But the dinghy, with its six-cylindered mo- 
tor, weighed nearly a thousand pounds. It 
was equipped to fight the blizzard—if we 
could get it into the water! When Officer 
Kelderman finally got horses and the sled, 
he needed the help of many townspeople, 
who volunteered to pull the heavy sled and 
its burden over snowdrifts and ice hum- 
mocks. 

By this time it was nearly midnight. Cun- 
ningham and the two fishermen had been 
afloat in the small, open skiff for more than 
six hours. How we struggled and fought! 
We swung our ice axes in desperation, for 
we all liked Cunningham and many of us 
knew the fishermen.” 

Uncle Ernie shook his head. “We un- 
hitched the horses about a hundred feet from 
the open water. But almost immediately 
the ice broke and the sled and dinghy sank 
partly out of sight. We went down to our 
waists in icy water as we struggled to free 


the 
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should do it. So we let him.” Uncle Ernie’s 


the dinghy. Finally we were able to launch 
her, and Officer Kelderman, another surf- 
man, and I, started out. 

“We searched the tossing, icy waters for 
more than two and a half hours. The dinghy 
kept icing up badly, and it was snowing so 
hard that we could hardly see the bow of the 
boat. We kept shipping water, which froze 
almost immediately. Finally, we were forced 
to admit we could do nothing and we turned 
back toward land. The ice under the boa 
must have forced the drain plug up, allow- 
ing a lot of water to get in. The dinghy be- 
came very heavy, because the water turned 
to ice before we could bail it out. After sev- 
rar! attempts we were finally able to make 
and.” 

Jeff looked at his uncle. He seemed tired 
and worn and much older. Jeff hardly dared 
ask, “What happened to the men in the 
skiff?” 

“Next we blasted a channel in the ice 
with dynamite, in order to launch a larger 
lifeboat. Two planes came from Detroit to 
aid in the search as soon as it was daylight, 
but they never located the men. We might 
never have known exactly what happened 
but one of the rescued fishermen named 
Brown was able to tell us his story later at 
the Coast Guard Board of Investigation. 

“Brown said that he and his father-in-law 
felt quite encouraged when Cunningham 
reached them with the skiff. But as they 


-fought to row to the mainland they soon re- 


alized they would have to depend on the 
power boat to save them. They drifted until 
daybreak, when they ran into slush ice. All 
that day, a Sunday, they drifted, but the 
weather grew colder and they were frozen 
in. The skiff was trapped. 

“Unfortunately the ice was not solid 
enough to walk on, but was knitted together 
in blocks and the men could not pull the 
skiff through it. All three got sleepy, but 
Brown was the youngest and he kept trying 
to keep the other two awake. He slapped 
them and talked to them all through Sunday 
night, but they must have been in pretty bad 
shape by then.” 

“Just like in the Arctic,” breathed Jeff. 

“Yes, lad.” Uncle Ernie stood up and 
paced the floor. He seemed to hate to go on, 
but could not stop telling the story now. 
“The three of them moved about in the 
small skiff as much as they could and de- 
pended on the heat of their bodies to keep 

To page 18 





























This We Believe—Christ Is Coming Soon 





The Boy Who Was a 
Sign of Christ’s Coming 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


i" WAS Friday evening. The MV meeting 
was just out, and the usual groups of 
young people were clustered here and there 
visiting before leaving for home. It was a 
glorious night, one of those moonlit nights 
when one just cannot go straight home and 
to bed. So the teen-agers had an idea: they 
would go for a walk in the moonlight. 
There was just one problem—a rather big 
one—would their folks let them? One by 
one the parents were implored to let them 
walk home. Only the parents of Doris Brown 
were left; most of the teen-agers feared to 
ask them. It was not that the Browns were 
unreasonable or hard; on the contrary, they 


Fred did not know Jesus was talking about him when He told His disciples of the signs of the end. 


were very understanding, and the young 
folks loved and respected them. It was just 
that they had high standards for Doris, and 
tonight was Sabbath. 

“Mother,” Doris began as the crowd 
moved over to where her parents were wait- 
ing. “We young folks would like to walk 
home together tonight? May we?” 

“The plan is like this, Mrs. Brown,” said 
Fred, whom Doris admired very much, 
though he was not a baptized Christian as 
the rest of them were. “We boys will walk 
all the girls home, and then we fellows will 
split up and head for our own homes.” 

“You're all too young for any twosomes,” 





said Mr. Brown. “I guess if you stay in a 
group and remember that it is Sabbath eve- 
ning, it will be all right. At least, we will 
try it for once. If Doris is too long getting 
home, or if I learn of any behavior unbe- 
coming to Christian young people, she can- 
not go again.” 

“That was easier than we thought,” said 
Ted, as the group walked away. 

“The Browns have the right idea, any- 
way,” said Marj. “I wish my parents had 
family worship and everything, as the 
Browns do. I think I would be a better 
Christian if they did.” 

There was a bedlam of happy talk as the 
teen-agers started out. They had already de- 
cided to go very slowly, so as to make the 
walk last as long as possible. But it was sur- 
prising how soon they ran out of anything 
to say. Someone would start to talk about 
the picnic on Sunday, only to be reminded 
by another that that was not Sabbath talk. 
One of the boys tried to start the group 
singing, but was only laughed at when the 
others recognized that the tune was a cur- 
rent hit, and inappropriate for Friday eve- 
ning. 

“That was a good talk the speaker gave 
tonight,” said Doris, hoping to open up some 
proper topic for conversation. “I wonder if 
Jesus’ coming is really as near as Elder 
Moore said. I think it is.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said one of the boys. 
“I think the folks get all worked up over 
little things that really don’t mean a thing.” 

“When you look at all the juvenile de- 
linquency there is in the world today it 
isn’t hard to wish for Christ to come,” said 
Marj. 

“There are lots of signs that Jesus IS com- 
ing soon,” added Doris. “We hear of war all 
the time; in fact, some of you fellows right 
here will have to do your two-year stint be- 
fore long. And there is so much famine in 
lands like Korea and China, and that’s a 
sign of Jesus’ return too. Yes, I think He is 
coming sooner than any of us think.” 

“Thing that gets me,” said Fred, entering 
into the discussion for the first time, “is that 
our grandparents talked about the second 
coming long before we were born, and He 
hasn’t come. I just wonder if He ever will. I 
think it will be a long time yet.” 

Doris laughed one of those laughs that 
endeared her to everyone. “Why, Fred 
Baines, you, yourself, are a sign of Jesus’ 
coming.” 
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“Me?” asked a stunned Fred, stopping 
dead in his tracks. “How come?” 

“Don’t you remember in Bible class, 
when we were studying about Christ’s sec- 
ond coming, that we had a text that said 
one of the signs of the end would be peo- 
ple saying, ‘My Lord delayeth his coming.’ 
That's exactly what you said right now.” 

Whether everyone sensed that Fred had 
been struck forcefully by Doris’ remark, or 
whether they were all thinking rather seri- 
ously, I do not know. But there was little 
talk the rest of the way home. Doris Brown’s 
house was the first on the route, and soon 
she was bidding the rest good-night. 

“Have fun?” asked her mother, as she 
stepped inside. 

“The walk was wonderful, Mother,” 
Doris said. “Thank you for letting me come 
home that way. And I think it was good for 
us all—more than just the fresh air,’ she 
said, kissing her mother good-night. She 
was tripping up the stairs before mother 
had a chance to ask her what she meant by 
that little added remark. 

The years went by. Most of the teen-age 
group went on to college and became min- 
isters or teachers or doctors, but Fred had 
still not been baptized. He had been on the 
prayer list in Doris’ Bible for years, so it was 
wonderful news when she received a letter 
from her mother telling of Fred’s baptism. 
“And he sent a message to you,” mother 
wrote, “something about a sign. He said you 
would know what he means. He says he isn’t 
one any more.” 

Doris was so happy. She had not dreamed 
that those few words spoken on that short 
moonlight walk, years before, had stayed in 
a young man’s heart and brought him to 
repentance. Thankfully, she wrote beside 
his name on her prayer list: Answered. 





Footprints in the Snow 
From page 8 


was sure he hadn't come that close to the 
house! Boy! The snow must have been fall- 
ing thick when he came this way. Down to- 
ward the old well he followed his tracks. 
When he came to the old well, Earle saw a 
most amazing thing! His tracks came down 
the trail right straight toward the well and 
stopped. Then they turned and went around 
the well just as though someone had taken 
him by the hand and led him all the way 
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around to safety. He didn’t remember any 
such sharp turn, and he hadn’t thought he 
had been anywhere near the old well! 

The more Earle studied the tracks the 
more certain he was that this hadn’t been 
just a lucky accident. One more step and 
he would have fallen into the well, perhaps 
to die there. He offered a silent and humble 
prayer of gratitude right then and there 
to God for delivering him, for surely his 
guardian angel had taken him by the hand 
and led him around the well to the safety of 
the big cedar tree. 





Heidee’s Lost Watch 
From page 3 


then called, “Heidee, are you ready? It is 
time to go. Come on!” 

“Coming, Mother!” 

Both went to the car, and Heidee kissed 
mother good-by when they arrived at the 
school. 

Mother's thoughts turned to her sister, 
and she forgot all about the worn-out watch- 
band. But she was reminded of it as soon as 
she returned home. She saw light under 
Heidee’s door, and sobs coming from the 
room confirmed her fears. 

Mother opened the door. Heidee was in 
bed, her face hidden in her pillow. Her 
whole body was shaking, she was crying so 
hard. 

“Did you lose your watch?” mother asked 
while she sat on the bed, smoothing the 
girl’s tousled hair. 

Heidee nodded into the pillow. Her sobs 
increased. 

What could mother say? Heidee had dis- 
obeyed, and she must know that it was her 
own fault that her precious watch was gone. 

Mother handed Heidee a handkerchief. 
After blowing her nose and with the tears 
still welling up in her brown eyes, the girl 
said, “But, Mother, I prayed and prayed that 
I would find it again, but it didn’t help. And 
I lost it during caroling!” 

It sounded as if Heidee was accusing God 
of not taking proper care of her while she 
was working for Him. 

“I know, Heidee,” mother said. “But you 
also did not obey and were careless. Even if 
we do things for the Lord, we should not be 
careless and disobedient. You cannot ex- 
pect Him to cover up the mistakes you 
make willfully. 


HOW WELL DO YOU KNOW 
YOUR BIBLE? 


BOOKS IN THE BIBLE 
By ELEANOR B. PAULSON 


Match the correct one of the names at the top 
with the questions below. 


Job Genesis Proverbs Exodus 
Luke Psalms Philemon Acts 


1. Which book is the Hebrew hymn book? 

2. Which book gives an account of Paul’s mission- 
ary journeys? 

3. Which book is a letter from Paul to a slave 
owner about a runaway slave? 

4. Which book gives us simple rules to live by? 

5. In which book do we read the story of the baby 
Moses and his later life as leader of the Hebrews? 

6. Which book tells us about the beginnings of 
life on earth? 

7. Which book was written by a doctor? 

8. Which book is about a man of great patience? 


THE STORY OF KING DAVID 
By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


Here are the names of seven persons mentioned 
in the story of King David in the Bible, but the let- 
ters are scrambled. Do you know who they are? 


TWOP ssc He was a son who asked 
David’s permission to go to Hebron (2 Samuel 
19:7). 


NM cc scisehca He was one of David’s broth- 
ers (1 Samuel 17:13). 

TIN cicero He was a giant whom 
David killed (1 Samuel 17:23). 
<i ae He became king after 


ie (1 Kings 2:12). 
PARONEREee He was David's father (1 


_ TOSS ere ee He anointed David (1 
ate 16:13). 
AULS 


ET 


ene He was a king who wanted 
to kill David a ‘Samuel 19:1). 
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“Who knows? Maybe God wants you to 
learn a lesson, that carelessness can be dan- 
gerous. You see, Heidee,” and mother took 
her girl into her arms, “when you get older 
and start to drive a car, for instance, it will 
be the same. You have to do the best you 
can and be careful and obedient to the traf- 
fic laws, then trust in God for your protec- 
tion. But if you are careless, how can you 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Kathy Hanson, age 10. Box 182, Sioux Rapids, 
lowa, U.S.A. Swimming, horseback riding, fishing, 
cooking, piano, baseball, sewing. 

Diane Joyce Petrus, age 10. Box 1183, Ingleside, 
Texas, U.S.A. Piano, horseback riding, swimming. 

Robert Mason, age 10. 306 Allan Street, Waterloo, 
lowa, U.S.A. Baseball, basketball, ice skating, swim- 
ming, riding horses. 

Dawn Miles, age 16. Milo Academy, Milo, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, hiking. 

Ben Ezra Bautista, Philippine Union College, P.O. 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Post cards, 
swimming, hiking. 

Mary Lou Martin, age 14. Aleknagik, Alaska, 
U.S.A. Knitting, ice skating, reading. 

Nellie Ilutsik, age 15. Aleknagik, Alaska, U.S.A. 
Photos, reading, knitting, ice skating. 

Teresita Jalando, age 15. 47 Makini Street, Baco- 
lod City, Neg. Occ., Philippine Islands. Drawing, 
stamps, dolls. 








expect God to protect you? It would be as 
if He approved of your carelessness.” 

Heidee nodded her head; she was still 
crying. She nestled closer into mother’s 
arms. 

“I am sorry, Mother. I don’t want to dis- 
obey any more. I promise.” 

“Come, Heidee, let us ask the Lord to for- 
give you too, and let us ask Him to help you 
get your watch back.” 

“But, but—oh, Mother! How could I get 
it back? You, you don’t know, how—how 
hard I looked. I looked everywhere.” 

Heidee buried her head again on moth- 
er’s shoulder. 

But she did kneel with mother and asked 
the Lord to forgive her and to help find the 
watch again. 

When mother tucked her in, Heidee was 
not crying any more. She was trusting God 
to work everything out all right. 

Rrrrring. Rrrrring. It was the telephone! 

Mother opened her eyes. It was not quite 
light yet. It must be early. Who could be 
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telephoning at such an unearthly hour? But 
before she could get out of bed she heard 
Heidee’s excited voice. 

“You did? ... Really? ... You found it, 
you found it? . . . Where was it? . . . Oh, 
how wonderful! Thank you, thank you very, 
very much!” 

The door swung open, and Heidee was at 
her mother’s bed the next instant. 

“Mr. Prestidge, our caroling leader, found 
my watch, Mother! He went back early this 
morning when it just started to get light, 
and there it was! Right at the first house 
where we started yesterday! Right on the 
pathway! Oh, Mother, I am so happy! Jesus 
was even kinder to me than I thought He 
would be.” 

And Heidee danced around in the bed- 
room for joy. 


When the Ice Cracked 
From page 14 


one another warm. Brown said he talked 
and talked, but his father-in-law and Cun- 
ningham finally stopped answering him. He 
even got the handle of an axe that was in 
the boat and beat them with it. Not hard, 
just enough to stir up their circulation. At 
first they responded, telling him not to do 
it, but he kept on. Some time in the night 
he realized that Cunningham was dead. 
Desperate, Brown managed to waken his 
father-in-law, and they decided to cross the 
ice. 

“They had not gone very far when the 
older man broke through the ice into water 
shoulder deep. With the help of a pike pole 
Brown got him out of the water, but his 
father-in-law died before morning. Brown 
had to cut his own pants and coat off— 
they were frozen so stiff he could not move. 
Then he started crawling on his hands and 
knees, always thinking of his wife and chil- 
dren, and praying aloud to God for cour- 
age.” Uncle Ernie shook his head at Jeff. 
“Maybe I shouldn’t have told you about 
this, son.” 

“Oh, no, please go on,” urged Jeff. 

“Well,” said Uncle Ernie doubtfully. “It’s 
a cruel world sometimes, Jeff. Indeed, it is. 
Some Indians living on the shore of Lake 
Michigan saw a strange sight on Monday 
afternoon, when it was nearly dusk. It 
looked as if a small black bear was making 








its way across the ice toward shore. They 
hurried to see what it was, and just at dark 
they reached Brown. The poor, brave man 
was delirious and more nearly dead than 
alive, but was crawling on, inch by inch. 
The Indians carried him to a shack, forced 
hot fluids down his throat, and rubbed his 
frozen legs with snow and slush ice. Later 
we learned that Brown had crawled more 
than eight miles on his hands and knees!” 

Jeff couldn’t say a word for a minute. 
“What about your friend, Mr. Cunning- 
ham?” he asked. 

“We all set out on a search for Cunning- 
ham and the other man. Airplanes and the 
Indians helped us, and it was the Indians 
who found the bodies. Cunningham was a 
fine, handsome man, and he left a wife and 
three children. He was a wonderful friend, 
and I miss him yet, after more than twenty 
years.” Uncle Ernie sat down heavily, his 
jolly face sad and drawn. 

“Did Brown live?” Jeff asked in a low 
voice. 

“Yes, he lost both his feet, but he re- 
covered after seven months’ illness. Don’t 
look so sad, Jeff. Many men die, but not 
many of them with as great glory as did 
Cunningham.” Uncle Ernie put his arm 
about Jeff’s shoulders. 

“Glory?” asked Jeff. “Where was there 
any glory in that?” 

“Plenty of glory!” said Uncle Ernie 
proudly. “Cunningham died trying to save 
other men’s lives. And ‘Greater love hath 
no man than this, that a man lay down his 
life for his friends.’ There is no greater 
glory than to die as Cunningham died.” 

Jeff thought deeply for a minute, then 
nodded his head in agreement. 


Fierce Dragon Sends Men 
to Church 


From page 9 


a great red mouth with two long rows of 
glistening teeth opened, then closed on the 
pointed end of her canoe. 

Her flash prayer was quickly answered. 
Two men, Frederico and Pedro, who had 
been fishing from the bank of an inlet, had 
peered through the jungle when they heard 
someone singing and caught sight of Con- 
chita just as the alligator attacked. 

How those men jumped into their boat 





“ONLY BY GOD'S CREATIVE POWER 
CAN WE GLORIFY HIM" 


January 


24. Ps. 51:10 
25. Matt. 12:35 


26. Matt. 12:34 


A clean heart necessary 

If the heart is good the whole 
person is good 

Our speech betrays who controls 
the heart 


27. Prov. 4:23 Our most diligent effort neces- 
sary 

28. | Peter 3:15 Set the heart apart for God alone 

29. Eph. 2:10 Good work only through Christ 

30. Prov. 4:4 Life everlasting by filling the 


heart with His word 








and got to the side of the dugout so quickly, 
even they could not explain. 

“Keep your gun cocked, Pedro,” Freder- 
ico shouted. “That alligator is going to 
fight.” 

The eyes of the creature glinted angrily 
at the intruders. He stopped shaking the 
canoe and lay perfectly motionless, plan- 
ning his next attack. But before the attack 
came, a well-aimed shot started him lashing 
the water with his tail. Then he closed his 
jaws and died. 

“That was a close call, little girl,” Pedro 
said. “Now that your boat is ruined, we will 
take you home. Where do you live?” 

“But I’m on my way to my Sabbath school 
class,” Conchita explained. “Please take me 
on down the river to where the Adventist 
church is. It’s only half a mile farther.” 

“Of course we will,’ the men agreed. 
“And we will wait for you and take you 
home afterwards.” 

When the boat slid up the sloping bank 
where the little white church stood, some 
young girls dressed in colorful skirts and 
blouses were just going in the door with 
their parents, and Conchita sighed again, 
“I wish mommie and daddy would come 
with me.” 

“Please come into our church and join 
us,” she invited her rescuers. “You can rest 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the first quarter: "The Blessed Hope" 


V—The Apostles Believed in the 


Second 


Advent 


(January 30) 


Memory VERSE: “The night is far spent, the 
day is at hand: let us therefore cast off the 
works of darkness, and let us put on the armour 
of light” (Romans 13:12). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read what Paul said about the second coming 
of Christ in 1 Thessalonians 4:14-17. Read the 
memory verse a few times. Read it over each 
day until it is fixed in your memory. 


SUNDAY 
The Apostles All Believed in the Second Advent 


Open your Bible to Jude. 


Not all who profess to be Christians believe 
in the second advent of Jesus in glory, but the 
early Christians were all adventists, believing 
in and preaching the Second Advent. 

The promise that Jesus would return, given 
them by our Lord Himself, and confirmed to 
them by the angels at the ascension, was a very 
precious promise to them. 

All the writers of the books of the New Testa- 
ment, the Gospel writers and the Epistle writers 
and the author of the Revelation, tell about the 
Second Advent. 

“The coming of the Lord has been in all ages 
the hope of His true followers. The Saviour’s 
parting promise upon Olivet, that He would 
come again, lighted up the future for His disci- 
ples, filling their hearts with joy and hope that 
sorrow could not quench nor trials dim.”—The 
Great Controversy, p. 302 
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It is little wonder that all the New Testament 
writers wrote of the second coming, for it is the 
hope of the ages. Even Jude, whose contribu- 
tion to the New Testament is the shortest, re- 
ferred to it, and wrote of our need to get ready. 
A few weeks ago we read his reference to 
Enoch’s preaching of the Second Advent. Read 
verses 20 and 21 and see how Jude tells us to get 
ready for the second coming. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 299. 

THINK how many adventists there have 
been through the centuries, in Old Testament 
times as well as in the New. 


RESOLVE that the Second Advent will be the 
most important thing in your planning. 


MONDAY 
James Believed in It 


Open your Bible to James 5. 

We are not sure which of the several men by 
the name of James in the New Testament is the 
author of the epistle of James. Perhaps he was 
the James who was the leader of the first Chris- 
tian church council that we are told about in 
Acts 15. He may have been the half brother 
of our Lord Himself, but at any rate he was a 
leader in the early church and had much of im- 
portance to say. 

In his work James met those who were being 
oppressed by their rich masters, just as many 
are today, and he had a word for them. He re- 
minded them that adventists have something to 














look forward to that those who trust in riches 
do not give a thought to. Read verses 7 and 8. 

Now, as in the days when James wrote, there 
are many injustices in the world. Greedy, selfish 
people take advantage of others less fortunate 
than themselves, but the Christian is not to 
spend his time complaining. He has something 
better to look for. He is to await patiently the 
coming of the Lord, when justice will be done 
and peace will reign. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
32 


THINK! Do you spend your time complaining 
about your hard lot, or are you happy because 
you know that Jesus is soon to come to make all 
things right? 

RESOLVE to be a happy, hopeful Christian. 


TUESDAY 


Peter Talks and Writes About the Second 
Advent 


Open your Bible to 2 Peter 3. 


Peter, who had been with Jesus when He was 
transfigured, who had seen Him ascend to 
heaven, and had heard the angels testify that 
He would come again, also preached and wrote 
about the Second Advent. 

After Peter and John had healed the lame 
man at the Gate Beautiful of the Temple, a big 
crowd gathered to stare at the man who had 
been healed and at the one who had done such 
a wonderful thing for him. Peter took the op- 
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Being sent to Patmos didn’t stop John from believ- 
ing that Christ would come back. It gave him a 
chance to write, so more people would believe it. 


portunity to preach the gospel and tell them 
that the miracle had been wrought through the 
power of the very Jesus whom the Jews had put 
to death. He told them that Jesus had ascended 
to heaven and that in due time He would re- 
turn to the earth. 

In his epistles also Peter speaks of Christ’s re- 
turn, and he describes the terrible forces of de- 
struction that will be let loose at the end of the 
world. Read his description and appeal in 
verses 10-12. 

We who live in this atomic age, in which men 
have at their command weapons strong enough 
to destroy the earth, can understand these in- 
spired words better than the people of Peter’s 
day. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 536. 

THINK of the terrible destruction that Peter 
writes about! 


THANK Gop that He has promised to keep 
safely all those who put their trust in Him. 


WEDNESDAY 
John a Believer in the Second Advent 


Open your Bible to 1 John 2 and 3. 


In his three epistles, and also in the book of 
prophecy that we call Revelation, John points 
us to the Second Advent as our great hope, He 
urges us to continue in the Christian faith so 
that at His coming we shall not be “ashamed.” 
There are to be only two classes when Jesus 
comes—those who are prepared and waiting for 
Him, and those who have not made things right 
with Him and will be afraid and ashamed. 
Read what John says in 1 John 2:28. 

We are happy now because of the love of God, 
but our happiness now, John tells us, is noth- 
ing compared with what it will be at the Second 
Advent when we shall be changed and when we 
shall see Jesus face to face. Read 1 John 3:1, 2. 

The book of Revelation, in which John de- 
scribes the visions he was given while a prisoner 
on the island of Patmos, is full of descriptions 
of what will happen at the second coming. At 
the end of this book, after John has given us a 
picture of the new earth, he writes down the 
promise of Jesus, “Surely I come quickly,” and 
ends with the prayer that we all want to join 
him in praying, ‘“‘Even so, come, Lord Jesus” 
(Rev. 22:20). 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 582, par. 3; p. 583. 

THINK how good it will be to see Jesus face to 
face, as John tells us we shall if we abide in 
Him. 

Make John’s prayer yours—‘Even so, come, 


Lord Jesus.” 
THURSDAY 
Paul and the Second Advent 


Open your Bible to 1 Thessalonians 5. 


Paul, who wrote most of the New Testament 
epistles, often spoke of the second advent of 
our Lord. 

Paul tells us about the resurrection of those 
who have fallen asleep in Jesus and how they, 
with those who are alive, will be taken up in 
the clouds to meet Jesus in the air. 

He tells us also that when we take part in 
the communion service we show our belief in 
the second coming. “For as often as ye eat this 
bread, and drink this cup,” Paul writes, “ye do 
shew the Lord’s death till he come” (1 Cor. 11: 
26). 

Paul gives us many warnings also about false 
teachers who will try to deceive those who have 
accepted the Advent message, and he tells us 
many times as Jesus Himself did, to be ever 
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watchful, for the Second Advent will take many 
unawares. Read his warning in verses 2 and 6. 
For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 228, par. 3 
THINK how often throughout the Scriptures 
we are reminded to be watchful and ready for 
the advent of Jesus. 


Pray to keep His coming before you all the 


time. 
FRIDAY 


PETER 
MES 


1. Underline the name of the writer of several 
epistles in the New Testament who tells about 
the sleeping saints arising and being caught up 
with the righteous living to meet the Lord in 
the air. 

2. Put a circle’around the name of the epistle- 
writer who tells us about Enoch’s prophecy of 
the Second Advent, and who warns us to get 
ready for the Second Advent. 

3. Put a wavy line underneath the name of the 
apostle who tells us that at the end of the world 
the elements will melt with fervent heat. 

4. Put two lines under the name of the apos- 
tle who wrote three epistles, in one of which he 
tells us we shall see Jesus “as he is.” He also 
wrote the book of Revelation. 

5. Put a check mark beside the name of the 
apostle who tells those who are oppressed by 
po men to be patient unto the coming of the 

rd. 


Review the memory verse. 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bi- 
ble Story, vol. 10, pp. 196-208. 


JOHN 
JUDE 





Fierce Dragon Sends Men 
to Church 


From page 19 


in there just as well as you can here on 
the riverbank.” 

The men took off their sombreros and 
sat down on one of the long seats inside, 
where they could see and hear everything. 

Word about Conchita’s rescue got around 
quickly, and the pastor asked her to come up 
front and tell everyone about the experi- 
ence. 

“The Lord heard my call for help,” she 
said as she finished the story. “He used these 
two kind friends to rescue me.” 

What a shaking of hands those men re- 
ceived after church! 


They enjoyed it all so much that they re- 
turned the next Sabbath and the next, and 
then they became regular members. Today 
they are missionaries. 

Now, an alligator is a dragon, and 
“dragon” is another name for Satan. So we 
can be quite sure that alligator did not plan 
to send anyone to church that Sabbath 
morning. But the One who makes all things 
work together for good, not only spared 
Conchita from the alligator but at the same 
time used the experience to spread His 
message. Look up Isaiah 43:20. There it 
says that even the dragons shall honor God. 
Conchita’s dragon certainly did! 





Daydreaming Chuck and a 
Tricky Horse 


From page 5 


could see the horse coming home faster 
than usual. 

“If he can yell like that he isn’t dead yet,” 
he said wryly. Just then Chuck came into 
view dancing and slapping himself as he 
ran. When he reached the watering trough 
he jumped in and rolled under the water, 
staying as long as he could. 

“Fanny got her head and ran under a 
tree limb to scrape me off,” he explained 
through swelling lips. “I knew I could lie 
down on her back and go under so I thought 
I would fool her and let her go. But I did 
not know there was a yellow jacket nest as 
big as my head on the next limb, and we 
raked right through it. Ow, those stings are 
hot!” he added, rubbing some of them. 
“That old horse won’t ever get her head 
again as long as I am around her!” 

And she never did. 








COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. 








Vol. 8, No. 3 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL 
Editorial Secretary: JUANITA BYRD 


Subscription rates in U.S., 
one year, each $4.25; six months, each $2.25. 
three or more, one year, each $5.00; six months, each 
address to JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 


22 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


her countries: one year, 


Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 
Circulation Manager: R. G. CAMPBELL 
U.S. possessions, aA Canada: one year, $5.50; six months, $2.90; in clubs of three or more, 


$6.25; six months, $3.30; in clubs of 
$2.65. In changing address, send both the old and the new 


January 20, 1960 













Juniors Look Ahead! 

Swimming ... Stories... Hikes... 

Track and Trail... Nature Study... 
Fun Galore! 







Ip You Go to Camp! 


| HERE’S HOW: Any junior boy or girl 

whe sells only 10 subscriptions te LIFE 
AND HEALTH at $5.00, or 100 single 
copies at 50 cents, and turns in the full 
d with $25.00 on his camp ex- 
kes and extra ‘ea- 


Write or phone your conference MV secretary or publishing 


department secretary for further information and supple ‘. 
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QUIZZES for Sabbath Afternoon 


Elijah (2 Kings 2:8) 





Jesus (Mark 15:15-17) 

Joseph (Genesis 37:3) 

Samuel (1 Samuel 2:19) 

Priest (Exodus 28:4) 

Adam and Eve (Genesis 3:21) 
Esther (Esther 2:17) 

Moses (Exodus 3:5) 


By SHARRON and NELLIA GARBER 


Draw a line from the picture to the person who wore it. If you need help, you may look up the texts. 








Do You Know the Judges? 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


. Caleb’s younger brother was (joshua, Othniel). 
Judges 3:9. 

. Deborah was a (seamstress, prophetess). Judges 
4:4. 

. The Lord delivered the children of Israel into 
the hand of Midian for (seven, fourteen) years. 
Judges 6:1. 

. The Lord instructed (Joash, Gideon) to rise 
up against the Midianites. Judges 6:13, 14. 

. Gideon cast down the (temple, altar) of Baal. 
Judges 6:27, 28. 

. Gideon went against the Midianites with (300, 
3,000) men. Judges 7:7. 

. Gideon’s army carried 
Judges 7:16. 
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(spears, trumpets). 


Who Was I? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


1 was a humble fisherman, yet | was called “the 
disciple whom Jesus loved.” 

Just before His death, Jesus left His mother in 
my care. 

While | was a prisoner of the Roman government, 
I was given visions of the future, covering events 
from my own day to the end of time. 

I left some very vivid descriptions of heaven. 

| wrote five books of the New Testament. 
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